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"By the holy nut,'* he used to say, in his queer way (uPer
sanctam nucem^- sic enim vice juramenti ad formationem verbi
interdum loquebatur "), " By the holy nut, we should be worse
off if we were not allowed to die at all."
He prepared with his unvarying composure.    As his illness  5
increased, and he was confined to his bed, his hair-shirt hurt
him.    Twisting into knots, as he shifted from side to side, it
bruised and wounded his skin.    The rules of the order would
have allowed him, to dispense with it, but he could not be
induced  to  let it  go; but he  took animal food, which the 10
doctor prescribed as good for him, and quietly and kindly sub-
mitted to whatever else was ordered  for Mm.    He  knew,
however, that his life was over, and with constant confession
held himself ready for the change.    Great people came about
him.    John   himself   came;   imt he   received  him   coldly. 15
Archbishop Hubert came once; he did not care, perhaps, to
return a second time.
The archbishop, sitting by his bed, after the usual con-
dolences, suggested that the Bishop of Lincoln might like to
use the opportunity to repent of any sharp expressions which 20
he had occasionally been betrayed into using. As the hint
was not taken, he referred especially to himself as one of
those who had something to complain of.
" Indeed, your grace," replied Hugo, " there have been pass-
ages of words between us, and I have much to regret in re- 25
lation to them.    It is not, however, what I have said to your
grace, but what I have omitted to say     I have more feared
to offend your grace than  to offend my  Father in heaven.
I have withheld words which I ought to have spoken, and I
have thus  sinned against your  grace  and desire your for- 30
giveness.    Should it please God to spare my life I purpose
to amend that fault."
As his time drew near, he gave directions for the disposi-
1 Perhaps for "orucem," as we say "by Gad" to avoid tlie actual
word.
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